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$rt Walpole's "The CathedraP!

Rw FV_*nrM f\J_->«__-m_«f_
rATKBDRAU By H««î_ Wmlpol«.

OT m month »go Ut. Hugh
% T Walpole "»ad* The Brighti^LJ Shawl" his occasion for a

i. ^1 protest against the imperti¬
nent habit reviewers bay* of

.gjSST-g author* up and examining their
'^¡t aft« ¿vary new book.of ponder-

îa print th* relative merit« ofî^fW» and "The Threo Black
fseT»** *&& even more unkindly of
.__jw_a Condon" and "Alice Adams."
-rtíH »«tap*10'' *re not Quit* true, no
-íít.t how old they are, and the
Ímííb*m of Mr. Walpole's does not
^tTee-neesl the logical fallacy of
*«bîb_. «vea the most microscopical.,i»'>».*t*re criticism to the irrem«-i-fblt$R»f of a tap-rooted radish.
.ftet* i» » *ar 80under basis of com-Jkja between the admiring an-^¡««Bts of, say, Mr. Doran and

-'vg _4»irin*f announcements of Mr.?rfe Kwderson, though a publisher
¦_taT «-fortunately, offer no actual^mttftie evidence of his book's

t or between the reviewer
¦\t -*."" regretfully back from
"utita ?rogri?^" to "The Man oi

> t>i«iftj"«*d the gardener who finda.'j^^g ilnmld have been faithful tc
-i#_3rùBï*a Globe. The only question
¡fj.' Palpóle is eure, that his conten,
jomis» «* entitled to ask of an artis
_ whether b* has for them an indi
¡dual personality that means some

¡t »««ai, ¿hen, no more than polite t<
«j tBtsr»r¡T\fí this question with "Th<
í"_ífcnlrsl" as one's unique bone.afte
.3, th« memory of "The Times" lit
,!ttf supplement's bewilderment whei
¦figures of Earth" descended upon i
a tn isolated phenomenon need no
.^ten one off because, in the fins|sjc% there is nothing very mysteriouI'The Cathedral," and in the seconI .:< it is not necessary really to for
W4 "A Prelude to Adventure" an'I to Gods and Mr. Perrin" when Arch
Kpon Brandon discovers which wa,¦¿sees« lies.it is only necessary no
¦joention them.I ft« first words on the first page nr
fanâmes of the Rev. Adam Brande-abad acquired so striking a positioi
yu he was often alluded to as th<
¡Jig of Polchester; the last words o
.à«fairly distant 459th page chronic]
-,'.» Ignominious defeat and his deatl;'¦Hi the intervening pageB chronicl
-ie «.commonly numerous calamitie
uct befell him between October, 189(
ai Jone 22, 1897.Victoria the Good'
nt jubilee. Certainly, with the es
««.ion of Job, who was afterward s
;»Bií»etoriiy provided with new wive
.54 ae* cattle and new children, Areii
.««--. Brandon suffered more mlsfoi¿ibj than any other character in H1
.rtt-re who does not owe his existenc
_> Ht. Thomas Hardy; more, in fac
te readers are likely to accept froi
jj other author than a demi-urge gr«
.¡as.iy giving his creature an oppoi
anitj to prove a dsinterested devotioi(¿» has only to wait for the twent.
!.$th p*ge to meet the proud canon
fnt blow.his only son, his first-bor
-isnit down from Oxford; and, oddl
.wi|h, ha came home to Polchestt
« th* wry train which brought th
r.« Ctssn Ronder, who was to pro.
tía itóer's Wellington, Perhap\_«¿k, M isn't so odd, because EnjAÄ wit, of course, only take thI t-fM that arrive just in time for te.8 dPfittatfetity'six the archdeaconI .«S iA.|fc»ming top-hat, shining, t

m s&ahlimof th-a city's majesty, abo.
i d_p zmir was snatched from h

head and tossed into the air * ». * jby an elephant.On page ninety-two the archdeacon's
patient Amy of a wife, who had eon-
scioutly hated her magnificent lord
since tuce day five yean before when
he publicly told her that she knew
nothing whatever, about primroses, fell
in love with another lonely and un¬
satisfied soul. On page one hundred
and fourteen Canon Ronder began his
well-bred plotting. And in the rest of
the pages Falk Brandon eloped with
a publican's daughter, the publican
gave the archdeacon a public thrash¬
ing, a drunken painter cursed him in
his own cathedral, hiB wife left him,his candidate for the living of PybusSt. Anthony was defeated.and he sat
down and died.

All of this might seem to indicatechat Mr. Walpole wrote his book to
prove, in spite of all the evidence tothe contrary, that pride still goes be¬
fore fc fall. But Archdeacon Brandon
is not the hero of this story; neither,although his clever selfishness is ex¬
tremely well done, is Canon Ronder;and neither is Joan Brandon its hero-i ine, for all that she acquired a belted
earl and thereby increased the like-
neas of her father's portrait to the
portrait Anthony Trollope drew of

j Archdeacon Grantly, of Plumstead, in
Barchestershire, father to Lady Dum-! bello, who did not converse.

* . .

The cathedral is the protagonist.
and the cathedral is not merely Pol-
ehester Cathedral, which Mr. Walpole! seems to bave created in the imageof Durham Cathedral even to a recon-! struction of the blue marble tomb
which once inclosed the sacred duel
of the Venerable Bede: it is the church
of pomp and power which is always

j threatening the chursh of the spirit
the church of gaiters and miten

i against the church of "The Altai
Steps"; the church which creates dean
eries and bishoprics and even arch
bishoprics, and then, as Trollope says

j forbids its young curates the ver;j human ambitions which nature give;
j alike to attaches, to barristers, and t<
the clergy.
The only Canon whose witticism-'

have crossed the Atlantic.the Rev
Sydney Smith.once told a kind littl«
girl who was stroking a turtle's shel
to please the turtle that she might ai
well stroke the dome of St. Paul's t«
please the dean and chapter. And Mi
Walpole's attentions to his cathedra
leave one reader (as Mr. Walpole woul«i soy) unmoved by all of this scherainjin a precinct.

It seems impossible that any on
should be seriously concerned over th
living of Pybus St. Anthony, and th
consequence, is that, although Mr. Wal
pole'o prose 1a not too unworthy o
Cambridge, the book is undoubtedl! dull reading. The writing between thlines gets in the way of whatever in
terest one might feel in the unfortu
nate Miss Milton, whom the Archdeaco
dismissed from her library post be
causo she sat on "Sentimental Tommywhen his wife sent for it so that sh
might savk. it for old Lady St. Leatland who by a very strange coincidenchappened to have rooms with a windo'
looking on the house of Mrs. Brandon'lover.
Now that people can scarcely put uwith any plot in a literary novel, sueIago-like chicanery and revenge mak

a book date terribly. And, despite M:Walpole's famous "atmosphere," thcathedral's towers are too tail and tosolidly roofed for one to feel evensymbolic tenderness for it.

Two Books of Memoirs
By Esther Eaton

'-ftPSBB 0Ï* ATJTHORa By Caroltae
.¿»»»w. Houjrhton Mlfflln Company.«HOIRS OK THE MEMORABLE}. Byw Jamas Danh&m. Oeorca H. Doran.
WHO remembers a year when

we had so many books by
and about interesting peo¬
ple as this fall of 1922?

Oí nth are these two volumes, one by
« American woman, the other by an
ü9»Hehman.
Miss Caroline Ticknor on« might call

. joint heir with Mrs. Fields to that
company of distinguished writers whose
works were published by the famous
Boston firm, Ticknor & Fields. Miss
Ticknor is a direct descendant of the
Boston publishers from her grandfa¬
ther, WilUtra D. Ticknor, who was suc¬
eded In the firm of Ticknor & Fields
if her ancle, Howard Malcolm Tick¬
et*, «ni later by her father, Benjamin
3«lt Tleknor. With such connections
'to hat had access to a valuable store
tílatters written to their publishers by
.to authors of whom she writes. Many
Uiereiting anecdotes were handed down
'.» her by members of her family before
'le had personal acquaintance with
tawni men herself.
The list begins with Dickens, Haw-

torn«, Longfellow, Whittier and in-
".lutlii Mark Twain, Eugene Field, Lew
'Ulsoe, Henry James and many others.
Diekens's visit to Boston in 1887 is

toS'ttieally described. All Miss Tick-
is» tells us of him, of his American
^ds, Longfellow, Holmes, Aldrich,
fcwthorne, and the kindly attentions
**»ered upon hinvJIffi JO*»* .publishers,
Stknor & Fields, brings him before us
s *n intimate and most attractive

mm.
. . .

Ni notable group. They fully
«Joyed life and knew how to make
«* aost of it. Miss Ticknor visited
*»»í years later, in London, Dickens's
*** »sd learned much of the great
gilt's family and home life, which
*** àaicribtd as it was told to her by
.«e who had loved him.
Jfe* greater part of the book is made
í$ totters from the authors to their
Í?""«««, many of them business let-
»? ?! *. great interest except that
^."»fto the signatures.TiS"B8t anecdotes were told in the
'«¦»r family by Howard M. Ticknor

fWk* "»" 80me of the early con-

H *v v
*° M!rhc Atlantic Monthly,"

jjJ"We« ne was then assistant editor,
ssífL?10** and Henry Ward Beecher
SWS ihm. Of Edward Beecher Bhe
W n

^e was a'way8 *n a hurry,
c wer failed in his religious duties.
¿.a,'15* occasion he rushed into the
¿** «t prayer time shouting, "All
W .

your *».««¦ Let us pray. I've
^¿*^?n minutes to catch the Hart-

n\t.dinne* Pv«n to W. D. Howells
Ti'kSnl 8eventy-fifth birthday Miss.*32 qUOtes from feis »ádrese that
to Mari- n^, oí nis «lowing tribute
«no oti,- in: "l{ l had b«en witness
m *T«^V,?rpriEin* thin*f8 °f Amer-
.wntiar, i ,ntB|y Sfty years of ob-
.»ouehtiii. 8lîouîd think it glory
m g *£ hav* «ved at the same time
»W m»

Mme l8nd with the man
^?nean ^Lmust alway« embodyKnee"n bun»or to human remera-

fette !L .¦****. of Jccl Chandler!^acïe fier«,,,»'* Liters concerning14 *Ua*d £«Ä $.. «»»«tratioM-*«« i» hi« boak ja vwy inter.

eating. He waa very particular con-corning "Br'er RabbftV' picture*. MissTicknor relates the pathetic ending of
one of Harris's stories, "Blue Dave":"When the old mistress came to dieshe thought she was taking a journey,driven in her carriage by Tier faithful
negro. 'The carriage goes smoothlyalong here/ she Bald. Then after alittle pause she asked, 'Is David driv¬ing?' The weeping negro cried outfrom a corner of the room. 'T'aint po'Dave, mistress! De good Lord done
tuck hold er de lineal' And so dream¬ing, as a little child would dream, theold lady slipped from life into thebeatitudes, if the smiles of the dead
mean anything."
Miss Ticknor visited often in Eng¬land. Stories of George Eliot, DuMaurier, the Coleridge family, descend¬ants of the poet, enliven the pages.The grandniece of Jane Austen, whocharmingly entertained Mísb Ticknor;Thackeray's daughter, Lady Ritchie,who told her many absorbing stories ofher famous father, are generous con¬tributors to the interest of the book,which is admirably printed in clear,large type and illustrated with por¬traits of many of the authore. (one ofthe finest being a portrait of HenryJames) and with facsimiles of theirletters.

« . .
Sir James Denham, in his "Memoirsof the Memorable," is self-recorded inthis volume as a thoroughly likeableEnglishman. He has taste, culture, un¬limited bonhomie and generous tem¬perament. At the same time he givesthe impression of distinct insularityHis frequent visits to the Continenttake him over a rather limited circuitHe has no anti-American feeling; in¬deed, hi» youthful wanderings in ancaround Romo were charmed by th«companionship of the sculptor Ötorejand his son. One of the America!women married to an Englishman, toocommands his unqualified praise foj her exceptional social savoir in th<j higher circles. Yet he never seems tohave felt any interest in America noto have expressed a wish to examine iat close range. Perhaps it is as welisince by this omission we are spareone more of those "Impressions oAmerica" by Englishmen who stay hertwenty-four hours or so and then writabout us.
Well born, an Oxford man, with confortable means, possessing a genuinedelicate and limited poetic vein, 81James Denham added to these goothings the honor of becoming an M. ]Yet his contacts have -evidently beesocial rather than political, and he rcounts innumerable week-ends in tlcountry houses of delightful friendwhich often extended to whole fornights and longer.
By all counts Sir James is a Vi

torian. His very leisure proves it. A»
a vein of seriousness about his tin
and acquaintances. One could n
imagine his reading Lytton Straehi
with any relish, for he would 1
shocked. He has, too, apparently, coi
mitted Burke's "Peerage" to memoi
One or two eháptera are devoted

the intricacies of social rank a*
nrecedence, questions which before t
war were no doubt of much importan
to the great people of the tight litt
Isle, but now must seem, even to the
strangely out of tune with the tim<
To American readers they are wea;
some and inconsequential.

Sir James is a good story teller, ho
ever, and has garnered some ra
ones, together with others entirely V
torian in their stiff propriety. He
an agreeable writer whose specim
sonnets have charm and whose pre
has an unfailing grace, with, now a

the», high desieriptiv« beauty.

Elliot H. Paul, author of "Indelible." A caricature by Stuart Daelt

An Ideal for Teachers
Bv Cecilia F_-rw*..l

THl-i REFORM OF EDUCATION. ByGiovanni Gentile. Harcourt, Brace,
THIS is a compilation of a series

of lectures delivered to the
teachers of the city of Trieste,
shortly after its restoration to

Italy, "to welcome them to their new
duties as citizens and officials." It is,in fact, a continuation of what we aretold is Gentile's special mission, "toshake Italy out of its doze of natural-ism back into idealistic philosophy.'

j There is a certain fascination aboutidealistic philosophy, even to the realistwho believes that he really sees what hethinks he sees. It is something of anexalting experience to be lifted out ofthe materialism of present-day thoughtinto the realm of idealism, where onlythe things of the spirit are of worth.j Gentile has been a leader of modernItalian thought. A philosopher and astudent, he has given special atten¬tion to educational and religious prob¬lems, and, saya Cruce, himself one oftho leaders of Italian thought, "weowe it to Gentile that Italian peda¬gogy has attained in the present daya simplicity and a depth of conceptselsewhere unknown. ... For our
age, eager and anxious for Faith, isperhaps not yet completely resignedto look for the new creed of humanitythare where alone it may bo found,where by firm resolve it may be se¬cured.in pure Thought. It is not thoduty of thinkers to settle economicand political contentions by ineffectiveappeals to the brotherhood of man,but rather to compose mental differ¬
ences and antagonisms, and thus formthe new faith of humanity.a newChristianity, or a new Humanism, as
we may wish to call it."Ab was natural under the circum¬
stances, the first lecture had to do withEducation and Nationalism. "A na¬tion is a nation only when it wills
to be one." The organization of the
state is the expression of that will"It must, therefore, act in such a man¬
ner as to realize its own personalityin the form of the state, beyond which
there is no collective will, no person¬ality of the people. And it must act
seriously, sacrificing the individual
to the collective whole, and welcomingmartyrdom, which in every case is
but the sacrifice of the Individual to
the universal, the lavishing of our ownself for the ideal for which wetoil. . . .

"A nation, then, is not somethingwhich exists in nature, but a greatspiritual reality, therefore, like all that
is in and for the spirit, ft is never a
fact ready to be ascertained, but al¬
ways a mission, a purpose, somethingthat has to be realized.an action."
This action is the universal will.
Tho lectures which follow are con¬

secutive chapters in the exposition of
the philosophy of the author and its
application to educational problems.
Unity of the spiritual life, rather than
the denial of the realistic philosophy,
the enemy of this unity, is his thesis.
He does not defy the materialist in a
denial of the materialistic substance
of the paper, leather and type forma
"which gives us from generation to
generation the Divine Comedy," but he
tells us that "the book contains for
us exactly what we are capable of
finding there, no more, no less. The
Divine Comedy which we know, the
only one that exists for us, is that one
that lives in our souls and which is
a function of the criticism which in¬
terprets it, understands it and appre¬
ciates it."
ßo the purpose of education is tc

give us understanding, which Gentile
calls culture. "Education is the ere

ation of a living culture which shall
be the life of the spirit, which, in¬
deed, is the spirit." This spirit is al¬
ways moving forward, reaching out,
grasping the present from the future
to add it to the past, and so enrich
not only the individual past but the
inheritance of the race. Culture is
the adaptation of the spiritual innen
tance of the race to the spiritual life
of the individual, always in terms of
"becoming." "Culture is what we our¬
selves are making.it is not in books
nor in the brains of others; it exists
in our own souls as it ia gradually
beirg developed there."
The attainment of culture is always

an effort, a striving to become. But
it is not to be looked upon as wort
in the sense of drudgery, but in the
sense of liberation and freedom
Herein is man distinguished from the
animal.man expresses his will and
consciousness in work, and, in turn
hie work is will and his work is con¬
sciousness. Herein is liberty, since
in the measure of his work is mar

irees-his constant becom.'vg, to be
what he wills to be. Freü-f-m is «

process, not a fixed thing. It, too, if
a becoming. Here we get a glimpse
of the doctrine of unity and continuityof spirit which is the basis of Gentil«. <

thinking.
* . .

None of this is light reading, ant
one finds oneself in deep water ai

one follows the chapters on "Realisn
and Idealism" and the "Basis of Real
ism," where something of a knowledge
of the history of philosophy is as
sumed on the part of the readers. W«
are a bit aghast as he calls scienci
"mythology,'r "that science which ii
imagined as towering over and abovi
the men who toil and suffer, think am

struggle in quest of light and its force
that science which would be so beau
tiful and majestic and impressive wer
it not for the fact that it does no
exist." But we find that science i
non-existent, in that it is not infallibl.
in that "we who constitute science ar

subject to error, and, being ourselve
prone to fail, we eJcpose science to th
same danger."

Science, then, is also a part of the uni
_7 oí the spirit, a part of culture, bavin

no really separate existence, and, likeculture iü never static, but is "a be¬
coming." It is in this "becomingness"that we are to look for what we are
given to calling scientific laws, which
exist for us only when we have made
them a part of our own thought.that thought which, Gentile tells us
is life. So there can be no fixed laws,
pro-supposed before the spirit.Unity of education instead of its.
division (into what we have commonlycalled physical, intellectual and moral)
is the goal. Culturo being the ulti¬
mate end, and culture being life
(rather than a product of life), culture
must have unity. "Education, properly
so called, will result from the ensemble
of these particular educations." Each
field produces certain peculiar results,
which it would be idle to demand of
another, as each is other-self exclu¬
sive. Therefore each subject must be
taught separately and by different in-
structor8, each instructor being care¬
ful to exclude all not of his own field,
and not to mix the several parts which
compose his subject.as, for instanco,
when the French Revolution is taughi
the unification of Italy must be laid
aside for the time, though the whole,
and all of the range of the past, con¬
stitutes the field of history.
The chapter, on "Character and

Physical Education" might well be sent
to the athletic directors of most of
our own Bchools. Physical prowess and
perfection, we are told, is desirable
only in that it contributes to that
higher development of spirit which is
the goal of all education. That when
it becomes an end in itself it becomes
like the training of prize fighters or
trick animals. "The teacher of phys¬
ical education must always bear in
mind that he is not dealing with bodies.
He, too, is dealing with souls, and col¬
laborates in the moral preparation and
advancement of mankind."
Art and religion in their relation to

education is the subject of the last
lecture. Hero unity of spirit la again
emphasized, and the author's idealistic
philosophy leads us into deep water.
But the whole function of education
is not to give religion, nor yet art,
nor yet mathematics."we want math¬
ematics, but we want it In man. The
same for religion, economics, poetry
and all the rest. Otherwise we suffo¬
cate and die stifled. For all these are
things, but there is no life, and things
oppress and kill us. Therefore let us

spiritualize things by reviving the
spirit. Lot ua release it, that it may
freely move In the organic unity of
nature. Education is truly human
when it has for its contents the ideal
of the spirit.philosophy."

Notes
The genesis of "Down the River,"

which is the first free verse novel, is
thus explained by the author, ROSCOE
BRINK: "Suppose I do Richard the
Third in soliloquy. Robert Frost wrote
of the countryside north of Boston;
Edgar Lee Masters of the neighbor-
horing village in Spoon River. Would
not the nert step In the transcriptionof our times be an exposition of the
American hegira from back country
and village down into the city.that
folk movement which changed the
United StateB population from 80 per
cent rural to a hare 55 per cent? 'Down
the River* would be the story of that
ethnic trend. The book is in poetic
moments, because I used to have to
skip so much of the filler in the ordi¬
nary novel, and that seemed such bad
logic. As a child I dreamed all my
winters long of summer, which meant
vacation up the river In the country,
away from the city.there was free¬
dom and romance. The trips naturally
became poetic Images of 'sic transit'
to me. with sunset's couleur de rose
over the mountains at one end of the
journey, and the night given halo
over the illumined city at the other."

. . a

ALECWAUGH, one of the youngest of
the young English novelists, is the son
of Arthur Waugh, the well known lit¬
erary critic. At twenty-four he has
already published three novels, and
will have another one out this month,
entitled "Roland Whately.'"
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Books of Yesteryear
By Isabel Paterson

The Damnation of Theron Ware"
HAROLD FREDERIC waa born

in 1858 and died in 1898.
Since he lived to be forty-two
it is probable that the work
he left represent* the best he

had in him to do. Yet any one read¬
ing "Tho Damnation of Theron Ware,"
which bears copyright date of 18Í6, re¬
ceives a strong impression of budding
genius which only wanted time to flower
in a really great work. Even the title
has,the bold sureness of a stroke of
genius, and the whole book leaves such
a sense of actuality as can never be
forgotten." Ask yourself only what
other American novel of the '90s
is remembered at til; what writer
oven? There is Howells, but he was dim
even while he wrote. He was a living
legend. I choose to/put Mark Twain
arbitrarily out of the reckoning as a
novelist. Henry James, of course.for
those who liked him. I can't think of
any other individually at the moment.
They all run together into one general
impression.producers of lively pat¬
terned trade goods, whose high colors
have faded with their names. But
Harold Frederic.well, he wrote "The
Damnation of Theron Ware," and, in
the idiom of his day, don't you forget
it, becauso you cannot. Whether it
will outlive the generation that rttti
it in their youth is hard to »ay, but
with them it is secure in memory.

« . «

It is a study óf the author's own
time. Tho classics often are that. But
it is not at all in the popular vein of
the time. It is neither sentimental, ro¬
mantic nor didactic, but calmly realis¬
tic. The story it unfolds is simple
enough. Theron Ware was an ingenu¬
ous and enthusiastic young man, of de¬
cent and kindly instincts, if no great
intellectual parts, who seemed happily
placed as a Methodist minister. He
had only one apparent weakness, a ten¬
dency to live beyond his means; but
when those means are kept in mind,
$800 per annum and a parsonage, that
is excusable as the mere exuberance of
youth. Otherwise he was as near con¬
tent as a natural ambition to rise in
his calling allowed. Ho had a charm¬
ing young wife who was entirely
adapted to him, even to the point of
being a trifle his superior in character
and not suspecting it. He was natu¬
rally religious, in the emotional sense;
therefore when he was disappointed, in
his second ministerial charge, by being
sent to a small and difficult pariah (dis¬
cipline for having got in debt, though
he did not suspect it), he took it with
Christian resignation, hoping to gain
grace through adversity. One could
well imagine him doing so, and thus
fortifiod, rising by degrees till he bo-
came a leading light in his profession;
dying a bishop, beloved and honored
by all.

. . .

It is exactly that lovable quality
which brought about hia downfall. H<
was like an eager and affectionate
puppy, noBing trustfully about a novel
world until he came across something
of a delicious flavor and a highly in¬
digestible quality. And to his milk-
fed mind almost anything in the nature
of an idea was indigestible. His sheei
naiveto brought him to the notice o.
three sophisticated persons whom ir,
the ordinary course of events he should
never have met at all.
One was the Catholic priest of hie

town, Father Forbes. One was n skep¬
tical and caae-hardened scientist, Dr
/Ledsmar. One was a high-headed
young beauty, who called herself e
nominal Catholic and a fundamental
pagan, Celia Madden. Celia could give
cards and spades to the girls of to¬
day when it came to doing as she
pleased. Among them poor Theron had
not a Chinaman's chance. He was
flabbergasted by the scientist, fasci¬
nated by the priest, and he fell in love
with tho lady. His downfall was not
grossly physical; it was mental and
moral. Being incapable of sophistica-

Hon, he could only disintegrate. His
little earthen pot was bound to come
to grief among the shiny brass ones.And after the three had unintentional¬
ly smashed all his beliefs and ideals,they threw the pieces out. Naturally,they blamed his weakness instead of
their own hardness. \As a fit climax tohis mental debauch, Theron then went
on a literal spree; and was very ap¬propriately rescued by the wife of a
revivalist of his own connection, who
had conducted a campaign at hia
church. She scolded and petted himhack to sanity, administered all thehorse sense h» could assimilate, andhanded him over to his wife. The lastthe reader sees of Theron, he Is out
of the ministry and headed for theWest. For Seattle, to be exact. He
did not just know what he would do
there, but thought of politics. It Is al¬
together likely he is a Congressman at
this moment. He might almost be
William J Bryan, if Bryan only hap¬pened to hail from Seattle. For after
watching tho pitiless exposure of
Theron's mind, one understands Bryan.One perceives that a profound and (inthe circumstances> sane instinct
prompts Bryan to cling tooth and toe-
nail to his 1880 orthodoxy. Such a typeof mentality Is not strong enough for
change or growth. It cannot endure
the abrasion of ideas. To try to alter
it is only to wreck it. Compassion
says: "Ephraim is joined to his idols;let him alone." They are al! he has,and very lik»ly they will save him in
the end. They are the face which
truth presents to him, and better, at
any rate, than nothing.

. . «
So the central merit of the book is

a character completely depicted Inside
and out. Behin«! that one perceives.
as in all good novels.a complete and
homogeneous social fabric. As a studs
of an American small town it is fai
more profound than "Main Street," an«:
it is never dull. Nor did Frederic neec
to resort to verbal tricks and pyro
technics for color and interest. H«
wrote in a leisurely and unemphati«
fashion, taking all the space he need
ocl) but no more. He worked with com
plete detachment, by a north light. No
body in the book seemed to engage hii
sympathy to any marked degree. An«
while Theron, and Theron's wife, an«
the revivalist lady, are rendered com
plete, he did not get below the surfae
of the. other characters. Perhaps ii
these two facts lies the reason the bool
just fails of being great. Perhap
Frederic had a certain animus in th..
writing of it. His career, and a fev
comments of his contemporaries, dis
coverable in old magazines, indicat
the possibility. Harold Frederio wa
aparently a journalist all his life; an.
in 1884 he went to London as corra
spondent for "The New York Times.
He never came back, and is reporte
as saying that America was impossibl
after the richer civilization of the 01
World. Evidently he had felt crampe
or cheated in his youth. Yet his tw
novels of London life are much inferió
to "Theron Ware," and even to hia tw
American historical novels. Perhap
he understood Theron bo well becaua
he ,was himself dazzled by an exoti
culture. The assumption is strengt!
ened by a glance at his thoroughly foi
gotten volume on.of all things!.thi
mountebank Kaiser of Germany no
Sisticating in Holland. Freder!
thought well of Wilhelm. He coul
not pierce the tin-plate "shining a1
mor, was bluffed by the swaggerir
mustache. It Is extraordinary, In vie
of his almost cynical penetration «
his own people. And it is another ii
stance of tho fact that good work in tl
arts has long roots, must strike into tl
very soil from whence the artli
3prings, and be molded of his chil«
hood impressions and stored up men
orles. The lads who are heading ft
Europe now, In search of a proper a
mosphere. may learn that in time.
There is another possible clew 1

Frederic's disgruntlement in the fa.
that while most of his novels were I
sued by a very well known New Yoi
firm of publishers, "Theron Ware
bears the Imprint of a comparative!
obscure firm, now out of business. Pe
haps he knew it was his best wor
3nd was discouraged by difficulty
getting It before the publie. Wî
knows i

Of FIELDING SARGENT
WILL CUPPY writes in The Now York Tribune: "If I
owned 'Fielding Sargent' I should boom it with my last
centras the first introduction to psycho-analysis in fic¬
tional form. I cannot see why ft should not have an
immense success In Just that way. There is not a vague
word in the book, not an idea other than lucid. It is the
best introduction to psycho-analysis of which I have
any knowledge."

Author of "Latter» from a Living Dead Man1"
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Clara Whitehül Hunt, before
the American Library Asso¬
ciation Conference, saya:
"'Alice in Wonderland,' «The
Water Babies,* 'The Jungle
Books' belong to the immor¬
tals in children's literature,
but if I should return to earth
fifty or a hundred years from
now I should not be surprised
to find the children also read-
lag 'Doctor DoHttt«/ "

Just Published.the new

Hugh Lofting book
Tha Voyage« of Piv PolSttl»

Illustrated, iSJSO

STOKES, Publisher

P. A> Kinsley, Philadelphia
Record, «ays of
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"Not only her r-vst but one
of the greatest novels of the
year. . » ? Justifies any word
of praise that can be said
of íl" $**QQ*
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Louden News Letter
By Douglas Goldring

THIS autumn has seen the publi-
cTiion of two important vol¬
umes of verse, Professor A. E.
Housman'a wonderful "Last

Poems" and Mr. W. H. Daviea's new
volume, "The Hour of Magic." Of the
former 12,000 copies were sold within a

fortnight of publication. Now that
poetry lovers havs hud It proved to
them that a new volume of verse may
still be worth reading, I trust the popu¬
larity of books about poetry, by poets,
may begin to wane. It is a class of
book which seems to me to do no good
to any one. When a poet sits down to
explain his esthetic philosophy, to ¿ive
away the tricks of his trade, to deter¬
mine the extent to which a moral pur¬
pose does or does not underlie his lyri¬
cal ecstasies, he generally talks
through a pretty tall hat.
The best thing a poet ean do with

his technique is to put it away into his
sub-conscious mind and leave it there
until he needs it. If he does not do
this it is bound to get between him end
his Inspiration. The best "technique"
as far as one can judge, results from
an almost automatic process of self-
criticism. The kind of instinctive
taste which is the result of education
and wide reading and the exercise of
the critical faculty acting on an innate
gift ean be trusted to operate to admi¬
ration without the enunciation ol
formula». Many modern poets, however,
whose creative urge is feeble, revel 1c
long-winded discussions as to what
poetry really is, how it ought to b*
written and so forth, and publish thes«
wordy discourses instead of gettingahead with their jobs. Mr. Roberi
Graves, for example, has just written
a treatise "On English Poetry," ir
which he psycho-anaiyzes Keats's pocn"La Belle Dame Sans Merci," and ex
plains to us precisely what Keatn hac
in the back of his head (thoughts o:
Fanny Brawre and of his brother Tom
while he was writing it. Speaking a:
a professional poet, he endeavors to ex
plain to the laity how the thing ii
done. The explanation would carr;
more conviction if Mr. Graves were
better poet. But better poets have, a:
a rule, neither the time nor the incli
nation to analyze their own secrets.

It is good news that the control o
"The London Times" has now returnei
to the Walter family, backed by th
Astor millions, and that the Harías
worth influence has been displaced. Il
literary circles in England interest i
"The Times" is concentrated principal
ly in its admirable "Literary Supple
ment." The late Lord NorthclifTe lef
the "Literary Supplement" arone, bu
latterly, there were rumors that he ha
designs upon its life. One can safsl
assume that these designs are no
shared by Mr. John Walter, and tha
during the period of his regime th
best English critical weekly will be al
lowed to maintain its past standardi

even if it never becomes a "paylfifproposition."
. » .

When I last heard of Normas
Douglas he was wandering In Tyrol. '

When Ï last saw him (over a year ago),he was sitting in his tiny study nndsr
the roof in hia hotel In Florence, read¬
ing the proof» of "Alone" and cursingthe job of writing with such heartines«
that I never expected him to set pen.,
to paper again. But Writing, if it
happens to be year métier, i« a thing
from which it is difficult to escape
Douglas has, I hear, completed a new
volume of travel-sketches and per¬
sonal impressions, on the same line;
ag *Alone," and the book will be reridy
for publication in the spring. Mr».
Flecker (the poet's widow), raentlorad .,

in a letter to me a few months back, ¦

th*. she had lent him her copy of
"Ulysses." I have always believed that
Douglas is, of all ray acquaintance, the
most "unshockt-ble." Nevertheless, I
have a oueer feeling that "Ulysses" wifl
really shock him. It will be intorett-
lng to see if the new book contain»
any comment on Joyce. I cannot con¬
ceive of two minds more utterly <.is-
similar than those of Joyce and
Douglas.

* . .-

Dean Inge's new volume of "Outspok
en Essays* Is so provocative and thai
lenging that one does not wonder at it«
popularity. It requires some courng*
in a modern dean to obaerve that: "Be¬
hind the problem of our future risee
the rreat question whether any nation
which alms at beinj* a workingr-mnn's
paradise can long flourish. Civiliza¬
tion hitherto has always been based on.
great inequality." Sometimes, by r*
fusing to alter his earlier opinion» to
suit contemporary thought, he find»
himself, by accident, in the van of
fashion, a» when he states that "th?*

Grandest and most fully représentative
gure in all Victorian literature is, of

course, Alfred Tennyson." And he ap
plies a cold douche to much human!
tarian enthusiasm when he remark?,
sardonically, that "Culture has mid*
the lot of the majority worse rataer
than better."

« » «

The prefatory note which Max Beer
bohm has written for hi* new volume of
cartoons "Rossetti and His Circle," la
extremely interesting in view of th*
light which it sheds upon his own mind
and personality. "Byron, Disraeli and
Rossetti," he writes, "thee© seem to me
the three most Interesting men that
England had in the nineteenth centuvy.
England had plenty of greater men.
Shelley, for example, was a far finer
Oet than Byron. But he was not h»
tmself interesting;, he was ju3t a crys

tal-clear crank. To be interesting à
man muBt be complex and elusive. And
I rather fancy it.muet.be a grreat ad¬
vantage for him to have been born out¬
side his proper time and place. Dis¬
raeli, as Grand Vizier to some Sultan,
in a bygone age, mightn't have seemed
so very remarkable after all. Nor
might Rossetti in the Quattrocento and
by the Arn.*. But in London, in the
great day» of a deep, smug, thick, rich,
drab industrial complacency, Rossetti
Rhone, for the men and women who
knew him, with the ambiguous light of
a red torch somewhere in a dense fogAnd bo he «till shines for me."

I

CÀCED with a crime which would
bring every man's hand against him

Judson Clark.young, handsome* the
owner ofa hundred million dollars.fled
in panic to the corral, saddled a horse
and headed at a mad gallop for the
mountains.in the teeth of a blizzard!
What connection could there be be¬
tween Judson Clark.rich, notorious«
infamous and dead.and young Dr.
Richard Livingstone, from whose mem¬
ory the past was shut off as by a veil?
Some men cannot face reality« To escape

"it they will make supreme sacrifices.
Others build up unconsciously :in their
minds a defense against the truth they
cannot bear. The modern psychologist
calls this the protective mechanism of fear.
Recollection snaps. THE BREAKING
POINT is the story of the erection of just
such a barrier of forgetfulness and its re¬
sults upon a group of people who are in¬
volved in a tragedy not of their own mak¬
ing. This new novel combines the charm
of THE AMAZING INTERLUDE with

Ithe mystery and drama of THE BAT. It
is a thrilling story that will hold you from
.the first page to the last.

THE BREAKING
POINT

ByMaryRobertsRinehart
At AU Bookseller« $2.00


